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Kirk 
Author's Notes: 


Is puting off finishing another fic okay if the drabbles you procrastinate with are really short? 


| wanted to play around with different characters\' perspectives. 


Okay, so | was bisexual. It sounded better than a lead guitarist in a metal band curious about the drummer. 


| sat in the room as they-Lars and James, it was always them-mixed a song, without my input, without a 


producers's input, without anyone but each other. 


| took the opportunity to try and study Lars, to meet his eyes and wonder if he'd really been curious about 


me, too. He acted like it sometimes, sometimes | even believed it. 


But every time | looked at him, he was looking at James. 


Oh, | didn't stand a chance. 


Dave 


| should have known something was up the day before. | didn’t think anything of it since they always sat like 
that, close to each other, talking in hushed whispers. The whispers died down if anyone approached, and it was 
annoying, but it was one of those things you just got used to. 


One morning | opened my sticky eyes and | saw Lars standing over me on the couch. He looked away. James 


was there, too, in my face, saying "You're out of the band. The bus leaves in an hour." 


| didn't say anything at first, but what could | say? The two of them, although | could hold my own against one 


and the other | could knock down without even trying, they formed an invisble wall | could never get through. 
They were like a couple of mercenaries. 


Yeah, | didn't stand a chance. 


Cliff 


What the fuck does a man have to do to get some peace around here? 


It was four in the morning. If | had my own apartment, | wouldn't have to put up with this shit. | just wanted 
to live alone. Instead | was stuck with Dumb, Dumber and Druggie here in New York. 


Dumb and Dumber were currently blasting some foreign metal record, and had been for hours. They seemed 
to do it every single night, like clockwork, and every time | would bang on the door, it would stop for a little 
bit.. Then start again. They were like teenagers locked in Lars’ room listening to music. The door would not open 


Even if it did, Lars was all bark and James was all bite. 


| didn't stand a chance. 


Jason 


Lars seemed pretty cool at first. I'd heard stories of how charming he was, but | never seemed to hear 


anything about James. 


Kirk was the nicest to me so far, and we even hung out sometimes. But | just couldn't get into the horror vibe 
he liked so much. | felt kind bad because he was so excited about it. 


But Kirk had mentioned that James liked cars and old westerns, too. | was psyched to have some common 
ground with that guy who seemed so cool but intimidating, like he and Lars were in some kind of exclusive club. 
Maybe with something rad to do to together, | could befriend James. 

| walked up to him in the studio even though Lars was there and they were talking. 


"Hey, James, on Saturday there's this car show | thought we could-" 


Lars leaned in and whispered something to James before | could finish, and then there was no way | was going 


to be heard now over their laughter. 


| didn't really stand a chance. 


